smell amidst all the odours of dust and glue and paint.
Bhakaroff made a mental sketch of these three steep steps,
and, jumping from one to the other, he reached the stage
floor. He had taken to the habit of wearing very thin-soled
shoes so that his feet might find their way when his eyes
refused to lead him. Now, as his toes received the familiar
feeling of the boards with their slight slope towards the
footlights, he felt safe and relieved. From then on things
were simple, for his dagger-fight with Don Jose was well
rehearsed and his exit through the centre was very easy.
Dr. Mayer showed him further the place backstage in
the left wing from where he had to sing his insolent and
elegant reprise of the toreador song at the end of the third
act, and then the whole demonstration was over. Step by
step it had only taken three minutes, but BhakarofF was
exhausted from the excitement and concentration. It was
the first time he had sung in this new decor because he had
been in Europe when they re-staged the old opera and it was,
of course, out of the question for the Met, to give him an
opportunity to rehearse in it. In fact, he had rehearsed
Carmen in the sets of 'Don Giovanni/ the opera which had
been given as a matinee the same afternoon. "I hate to be
a nuisance, but you must give me time and let me go over
the whole thing once more," he said, cursing himself, his
eyes, his part, the set, the Met. and this idiotic Dr. Mayer.

"We are eight minutes behind time as it is," said the
German.

"Tantpis, tantpis" BhakarofF replied. There was no more
discussion as he took the assistant's arm and dragged him
to the foot of the stairs again. This time he took off his
monocle and put it into the pocket of his costume. In the
dark he closed his eyes and tried to find his way independently
of them. By now the entire chorus had taken its stand in the
wings and Pierre Colin had appeared on the stage, nervously
inquiring from no one in particular if this was an opera or
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